
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
ON THE ROAD 

PROMENADING 

As I went down to Baldwin's Pond, 

The mud-hens dove from sight, 
And then like corks bobbed bravely up 

And paddled with delight. 

Oh, green-blade rushes fringed the pool, 

Eye-lashes delicate; 
The waters were as calm as though 

A seer should gaze on fate. 

And reed-birds, piping holy notes, 

Inspired me with such faith 
That I walked on the shining pond 

As though I were a wraith. 

Yes, hand in hand with whitest flowers, 

My heart beat mad and high — 
I went a-walking (it was spring) 

With lilies on the sky. 

THE SCISSOR-GRINDER 

The scissor-man tramped into town. Ding-a-dong! 

ding-a-dong! 
He set his little grindstone down, and to its music hummed 

a song. 
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Old Grandma Dumpkins' scissor-shears, he edged their 

blades so finely 
That she cut off her children's ears and made them sing 

divinely. 

And Gaffer Smither's pruning-hook he whetted to such 

keenness 
That Gaffer trimmed the town, and took the shade away 

for meanness. 

But furthermore, the butcher's knife he rounded off so 

dully, 
That cattle now enjoy their life and fill the milkpails fully. 

Then — ding-a-dong! ding-a-dong! I saw his red hat top 

the hill; 
But all night long I heard his song played by his brother 

watermill. 

THE VISIT 

My latch was lifted — a tall light crept in. 

His wings were bleeding and his feet were sore, 

His eyes were vacant as a wind-swept moor: 

Most pitiful of glorious cherubim. 

I fed him, as I thought an angel must 

Be weary from a way so long and hard; 

I bathed his feet and balmed his wings with nard, 

Then sat before him, nibbling my poor crust. 
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